THE EVOLUTION OF A REVOLT

played . . . but suppose we were an influence (as
we might be), an idea? a thing invulnerable,
intangible, without front or back, drifting about
like a gas? Armies were like plants, immobile
as a whole, firm-rooted, nourished through long
stems to the head. We might be a vapour,
blowing where we listed* Our l^ngdoms lay in
each man's mind, and as we wanted nothing
material to live on, so perhaps we offered nothing
material to the killing. It seemed a regular
soldier might be helpless without a target. He
would own the ground he sat on, and what he
could poke his rifle at.

Then I estimated how many posts they would
need to contain this attack in depth, sedition
putting up her head in every unoccupied one of
these hundred thousand square miles. I knew
the Turkish Army inside and out, and allowing
for its recent extension of faculty by guns and
aeroplanes and armoured trains, still it seemed it
would have need of a fortified post every four
square miles, and a post could not be less than
twenty men. The Turks would need six hundred
thousand men to meet the combined ill wills of
all the local Arab people. They had one hundred
thousand men available. It seemed the assets in
this part of command were ours, and climate,
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